And, shaking the plumes of the grasses and the leaves

of the mural glen,
The breathing came from those bodies, long warless,

grown whiter than curds.

The wood was so spacious above them, that He who

has stars for His flocks
Could fondle the leaves with His fingers, nor go from

His dew-cumbered skies;
So long were they sleeping, the owls had builded their

nests in their locks,
Filling the fibrous dimness with long generations of

eyes*

And over the limbs and the valley the slow owls wan-
dered and came,

Now in a place of star-fire, and now in a shadow-place
wide;

And the chief of the huge white creatures, his knees in
the soft star-flame,

Lay loose in a place of shadow: we drew the reins bj
his side.

Golden the nails of his bird-claws, flung loosely along
the dim ground;
In one was a branch soft-shining with bells more many
than sighs
In midst of an old man's bosom; owls ruffling and
pacing around
Sidled their bodies against him, filling the shade with
their eyes.
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